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white. Behind him, again, was a number of great
vehicles, waiting there, near the line, as if they were
about to run a race and the man in blue would
give the signal to start; and what made the scene so
pleasing was the fact that all these vehicles were
coloured a bright vermilion. You should see what a
show they made on that page! I could see people, so
many pink dots, sitting on top of these vehicles, wait-
ing for the race to begin or perhaps dreaming of those
romantic assignations to which such scarlet chariots
must be carrying them, and I must say that when I
first turned the page and saw them, I envied these
people. They seemed to be even luckier than the
people in the advertisements, who had been called by
the Amber East and had answered the lure of the
great bronze image with eyes of gold, or had taken the
family to Minnesota and had fished like anything, or
were able to step from their libraries and drawing-
rooms, without change of environment, into Cadillacs
and La Salles.

Beneath the picture of this bright and Babylonish
street was something quite different, though appa-
rently it could be seen in the same city. It was a tiny
house and shop that somehow had been able to sur-
vive an immense conflagration that had happened
nearly three hundred years ago. Not only that, but
it had been written about by a man of genius, whose
tales have been read by everybody, all over the world.
And there it was, the little shop, with its low roof, its
worn stones, and ancient windows, and mysterious